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Out Around Back 


Author's Notes: 
| really want to apologise for this, oh my god. | don\'t know what else to say. It\'s a really gay high school AU. 
It\'s my first chapter story too, and its pretty easy to write but that\'s probably a bad thing. Oh well. | 


warned you. 


My eyes are open. Fuck. 


| wriggle in the bedsheets, silently questioning why God decided to give me an extra twenty-four hours on this 
pile of floating shit. 


All he's promising is for another day to launch itself at my feet, just to be thrown away and wasted like the 


rest. 


But hey, who am | to complain? 
l'm happy like this, in some messed up way. 


"Youre wasting your life, zz." 


That goddamn voice sounds so real, always stuck at the back of my head, bellowing like a foghorn whenever | 


skip school, light up a joint or down a couple shots of vodka ‘just to help me sleep’. 


| guess | really am throwing my life away. But really, what good would come from spending day after day in a 
claustrophobic classroom with a thousand-year-old teacher that nobody really pays any attention to anyway? 


| can learn so much more by travelling faraway lands, climbing mountains, visiting national landmarks and trying 


new, exotic things... 


„instead, I'm plagued with the constant disapproval of the many ancient teachers I've come to despise in this 
bitch of a town that | can barely remember the name of. 


l'm jolted back to reality by a couple of thumps on the front door and | don't bother to suppress a groan 


"Fuck off, nobody's home!" | yell, in an attempt to scare away any Girl Scouts or Jehovah's Witnesses 


cluttering on my doorstep. 
That's another thing about me, | can't fuckin’ stand people. 


Confident in my aggression, | nuzzled my head further into my pillow, waiting for the sweet warmth of 


unconsciousness to consume me once more. 
Hmm.. 
"Door was open, fucker." 


Goddamn. 


"What the fuck do you want, Hudson?" | growl, raising my head to look the scrawny, curly-haired boy in the 
eye. 


He catches my glare and shrugs playfully. 
"Got horny," was his answer. 


"Is that all | am to you? A quick lay?" | raise my hand to my forehead dramatically and clutch at my heart 
through the faded Aerosmith shirt, and it's enough to make him roll his eyes. 


"Well, to be totally fair, Isbell, you're the only guy | know for a good couple miles that doesn't charge." 


My hands drop as well as my smile, replaced by a scowl and a middle finger. 


Slash doesn’t bother to hide his amusement, letting out a roar of laughter that could easily be mistaken for 


that of a hyena 


Now its my turn to roll my eyes, and | lift myself up to stretch. | can feel his eyes inspecting my body and | 


crack a smirk. 

"Uh, man.when was the last time you ate?" 

"Oh, like I'd fucking know," | scoff. "Yesterday? Maybe Tuesday night, latest 

"Oh." 

The subsequent silence is thick, and | don't like it. | hate the feeling of pity choking me. 

"Well, whatever, are you gonna shag me or what?" | yawn, and it pisses me off when he laughs. 
Its an empty laugh this time, obnoxious and scathing. 

"Hell no, I'm not screwing a skeleton" 

"Thanks, fuckface." 

"No problem. Hey, l'm taking my neighbour's dog for a walk, wanna come?" 

| snort. 

| could take that out of context, but I'll be sensible about it. Dog-walking? Really, Slash?" 

"Yeah, it's sad. But hey, its a Rottweiler and the pay is pretty decent. So you coming or what?" 


"Sure. Got fuck-all else to do." 


Sure enough, he's there. Sitting at our table in the school cafeteria, drumming his slender fingers upon the cold 
surface. He stabs at a small salad, every so often bringing a small forkful of lettuce to his lips before 
ultimately slamming it back into the plastic container from whence it came. 


| practically fall into the seat opposite him and Duff raises an eyebrow, laughing at me with his huge hazel 
eyes. 


"Rough morning?" He implores in a sickly sweet tone, a smirk playing on his lips. 


"Brother, you don't know the half of it," | sigh in response. "So how's your morning been, Mr. Brightside?" 

He blinks at me behind his fluffy blonde fringe, and his smirk faded. 

"Gee, Axl, let's see.. | got a referral for not tying my hair back My cat died this morning. My grades are 
getting worse, l'm failing French. Some first-year kid stole my wallet. | smashed my phone. | have detention for 
telling my math teacher to go fuck himself. l'm stuck in this shithole for another two years. How do you 
think?" 


"Sorry | asked" | mumble, and | snake a hand into his salad before plucking a cherry tomato from underneath 


the sea of green lettuce. 

"Ah, whatever. Things happen You just gotta roll with it sometimes, Ax, y'know?" 
"Christ, how many uppers did you swallow today?" 

"Enough to prevent a homicidal rampage." 


He goes back to picking at his salad and | chuckle silently to myself, following the subtle movements of his jaw 
as he finally takes a bite. 


"Where's your lunch?" He asks suddenly and, as soon as the question registers in my brain, | shake my head. 


"Dad's being a real stingy asshole lately. Cutting down on unnecessary spending an’ shit." | fumble with a loose 


thread on my uniform jumper to avoid his eyes. 
Those fucking eyes. 

"You being fed is classed as unnecessary spending?" 
"Sure. Its not like he gives a shit, so..yeah." 


A sympathetic smile is tossed in my direction and he pushes his salad towards me. | purse my lips and shake 


my head again. He's insistent, however, and | reluctantly pull it over, going after another cherry tomato. 
One good thing about private school, the food is always half decent. 
Duff tosses his head sideways, fluffy blonde locks falling over his shoulder as he opens his mouth. 


"Hey, when you're finished, we could always sneak ‘round back for a bit. Just..chill out, away from everyone, 


yeah ?" 


| raise an eyebrow. 


"| guess, as long as this isn't your fucked-up way of propositioning me for lunch-hour school sex." 
"Don't worry Ax, nobody in their right mind would bother to do such a thing." He jibes, and | grin 
"Whatever, loser. You wanna give me a reason why you're dragging me out back?" 

"There's a guy that comes past here, some days." 

"Oh, ew." 

"He's absolutely gorgeous, Ax." 

"Stop talking." 

"He has a friend, | think, | can talk to him-" 

"For the love of God, Duff" 

With a stupid smile still plastered on his face, he stands up and ruffles my hair. | squirm in protest. 
"C'mon, Ginger, let's go get laid." 


And with that final statement, the ridiculous blonde was already skipping out of the cafeteria with half the 
school staring after him. 


| close my eyes for a couple of seconds, letting my head sink into my hands. 


He's such a fucking loser, my brain tells me, and | rise slowly, ready to walk after him. 


Completely Lovestruck 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry this took so long, I've had a lot of exams and new classes and its just been all over the place haha. | 


apologise if this isn\'t a quality chapter, | just want to get into the storyline. 


The wind is cold Far too cold for this time of year. 


| light up a cigarette as | traipse down the street alongside Slash and ‘Spike’, the pathetic excuse for a 
Rottweiler. 


"So how's life been for you lately, kid?" | ask, trying my best to maintain an already nonexistent conversation 
The wind is in my hair now, sending black wisps flying out a short length behind me. 

It's a pleasant feeling. 

Slash shrugs, "I dunno." 

"By god, you're interesting. Tell me more." | quip, and he punches me in the arm. 

He's a funny kid to have around, sometimes. Too outgoing for my tastes, but he makes a good sidekick. 
Besides, he's the only living, breathing thing that doesn't annoy me to the point of potential suicide. 

| don't know if | like that or not. 

"Izzy, can | ask you something?" He speaks softly, almost like he's hesitant. 

"You just did," | smile, taking a drag of my cigarette. 

"God, you're a fucking loser," he groans, looking at me in a mix of amusement and disgust. 

"So I've been told What were you gonna ask me?" 


Slash manners for me to pass him the cigarette and | comply, watching him draw the smoke. He could be 


strangely elegant at times, for someone so typically informal. 


"Aren't you scared? About life and shit?" He inquires eventually. | raise my eyebrows. 


"What is there to be scared of?" 
He shrugs again, more lethargically this time, like a child who was asked why his hand was in the cookie jar. 


| have it all figured out, you know," | murmur, suddenly jumping down from the sidewalk and into a puddle of 


anything but water. 

"How so?" He asks again, trying to mask the interest in his voice. 

"Well, let me put it this way," | begin, skimming the toe of my boot across another, smaller puddle, "I'm not 
stupid, Slash. You know I'm not. I'm just sick of being told that l'm going to end up a misanthropic alcoholic 
whose only friends are a bottle of vodka and a couple hundred books of Victorian symbolist poetry. So that's 
what | aspire to be." 

"But that doesn't make sense." He brushes the curls from his eyes. 


"| know." 


He doesn't speak again for a while, save for the numerous curses he choked out when Spike would wrap his 


leash around Slash's legs. 


"Cocksucker," he growls, shoving the dog with his foot. Spike retaliates quickly, baring his teeth and jumping full 


force against my scrawny companion. 


Slash gasps, hitting the sidewalk full force as he drops the leash. | don't bother to hide my laughter in the 
slightest. 


"Motherfuck, | think my back is broken. Izz, stop being a bastard and help me- oh, man, gross, | landed in a 
puddle." 


He hauls himself up and I'm still giggling. He turns around, hands on his ass, and looks at me over his shoulder 


with a pained expression. 

"Is it bad?" 

| snort. 

"You're asking if it looks like you've pissed yourself? Eh, your jeans are dark, it's not too bad" 
"Cool- wait, where's the fucking dog gone?" 


We simultaneously crane our heads to get a look at the road before us, with a black speck running off into the 


distance. 


"Shit! 


Duff and | have been friends for..a good couple years, I'd say. 


We both had a same sort of situation, so we stuck together. | guess we saw something in each other that we 


could relate to. 
"Fucking hell, man, there is no way l'm hoisting you over that fence. 

Times like this, though, | fail to see it. | really do. 

He flips his bangs out of his eyes and pouts. 

"Fine, whatever, stay there and be a boring cunt. Just keep quiet, I'm not up for another referral" 


Duff stalks along the fencing of the school courtyard, dragging his right hand across it as he searches for an 


easy exit. 


| try my best to ignore his constant exclamations of both hope and eventual disappointment, and | drop myself 
down onto the lawn, stretching out and staring up into the pure grey sky. 


There's nothing special about it. Funny, really. 

Maybe it thinks the same about us. 

"Hey, Ax, | found a hole!" 

| let out a sigh and haul myself up, using most of my energy to refrain from making a smartass comment. 
Strands of copper hair fall into my eyes and l'm greeted with the image of Duff ripping into a shrub. 
"What in god's name are you trying to accomplish?" 

Before | can even finish my sentence, he jumps up, and in the distance | can hear someone yelling. 

‘Spike, you ugly piece of shit, get back here!" 

Spike. 


Oh my god. 


The next thing | see is a fucking beast charging towards me, and | barely have time to scream before its on 
top of me, licking down my face like a fucking lollipop. 


| can hear Duff laughing and squealing in the background, and two more, new voices. 


"Oh my fucking god, I'm so sorry. Are you okay? Jesus fucking Christ, Slash, keep hold of the damn dog next 


time." 


The fucking animal is finally shoved away, and | crack open an eye, finding myself staring into the pale, worn 


out face out a complete stranger. 

His raspy voice comes again, softer this time. 

"Are you alright?" 

It was his eyes that got me. 

| don't know the exact word for their colour. Taupe, | think it is, though I'm not sure. 
They're completely soulless, the little emotion he shows coming through in a devious glint. 
| find myself drawn to them. 


"Axl! Oh my gosh, are you okay?" The obnoxious tone I'm hearing is definitely Duff's, there's no mistaking the 
badly concealed giggles that peeked through. 


The eyes l'm staring into begin to soften. 

"Axl; is that your name?" 

It takes me a minute to decide whether | want to talk to this dude. 

It takes Duff a second to decide to talk for me. 

"Pfft, look at him. He's completely lovestruck,” the blond in question laughs, "that's his name. Axl Rose." 
"Fuck off, Duff," | groan, and | prop myself onto my elbows. "Who the hell are you?" 


| can see a new face now, a boy not much older than fifteen, with dark skin and a wild mass of curly hair. 


He's holding onto the beast by its collar, fiddling with a broken leash. 


| must've pulled a face, because brown-eyes follows my gaze to the creature, and laughs. 


"Sorry for crashin' your school, man. That's Spike, he gets a little overexcited” The brunet leans back onto his 


legs, before turning back to me. 

"Spike? You mean to say that thing is a goddamned dog?’ 

Brown-eyes chuckles. 

‘Im Izzy, by the way. That's Slash." 

Hm. Izzy. 

lzy. 

Weird name. Suited him. 

He stands up, towering above me. 

He's tall, draped in ripped jeans and and a loose fitting Aerosmith shirt. His converse boots are faded and dusty, 
and his collar bones are spectacularly prominent. 

Yeah. He's definitely an Izzy. 

He offers me a hand, and | take it. 

"Thank you." | murmur. 

"Sure." He smiles back 

| glance over to Duff, and he's chatting with Smash, or Slash, or whatever the fuck his name is. 
Judging from his expression, I'd say this was the guy he was talking about earlier. 

Then again, Duff looks like that around most guys. Horny little bastard. 


"Sorry about all this, again," Izzy scratches the back of his head and flashes a smaller, more shy smile. 


"IFs fine," | whisper back, it being almost physically impossible to manage anything louder, "besides, it's the 


school you need to worry about. If | were you, I'd run" 
"Nice one," the shy smile cracks into a grin, "Slash, you little bastard, c'mon, we hav'ta baill" 


Slash glances round and nods, before patting Duffs arm and breaking into a jog, heading towards the hole 
behind the shrub where they probably came in. 


Izzy turns to me, adding a quick "see you around, Axl,” and running out after Slash. 
And | stood there staring after him. 


| probably wouldve stood there forever, had Duff not informed me that lunch hour was almost over. We 


began to walk back to class in silence. 
"So, you get laid yet?" | jibe, and Duff shoves me in the arm. 


All| could think of, though, was Izzy. 


Mm. Maybe | will see him around. 


Dark Haired, White Trash, Weed Smoking Gypsy Boy 


Author's Notes: 


"Dude, earth to fuckin’ Izzy, man" 
| crack open a bloodshot eye and glare at the fluffy piece of shit sat cross-legged in front of me. 
"What do you want?" | groan, leaving my head thrown back over the arm of the sofa 


"A conversation would be nice, seeing as it was you that invited me over to this shit shack anyway." Steven is 


grinning, though, | can feel it. 
"Yeah, so you could give me my fucking weed, not so we could braid each other's hair and talk about boys." 


"Damn, Izzy, you're no fun!" He cackles, before rolling up another joint. "So boys, huh? You swingin’ thataway 


now?" 
Steven lights up and takes a slow drag, before sighing contentedly. 

"If you're confused, I'm always here to help." He offers with a sly wink, and | can't hide a laugh. 
"Yeah, whatever, fluffhead. Anyway, I've kinda got a guy in mind" 


The innocent sparkle in his eyes suddenly turns devious, and his lips crack up into the type of smirk that says 
he knows something | don't. 


‘Ooh, have you, now? Tell me all about him, Izzy-bell, | wanna know.’ 


"Fuckin. don't know. | don't even remember his name." 


I'm telling the truth, actually. 
Though that day kind of stands out, and | don't know why. 


All | remember, after Slash and | had ran, was that we took the fucking dog home to the owner who paid us a 


little more than reluctantly, hung out outside a laundromat for an hour or so and went back home. 


| never thought about that kid once. 


That is, until | was about to go to sleep. 


It was weird. Kind of like seeing an angel with a message from God. | was about to drift off, and all | could see 


was ginger hair, curious eyes and cheekbones so sharp they could kill a man 

"Shit," | remember thinking. 

Needless to say, | never got an inch of sleep that night. 

"So, like, you just found him on the street?" Stevie's questioning me now. 

| run my hands through my hair and sighed. 

"No, | mean, Slash and | kind of broke onto his school grounds when Spike got loose. Poor kid was petrified.” 
Steven looks unimpressed. 

"Nice," he says, and takes another drag of the marijuana. "So, you don't remember anything about him then?" 
| recline back until I'm staring at the ceiling. 

"No, no.l- Axl, | think his name was. Yeah, Axl Rose." 

Steven snorts. 

Fuckin’ gay ass name, tbe honest" 

"Shove it, blondie." My tone is aggressive but I'm still smiling. 

"Okay, okay. So what does he look like? Anything special?" 

"Long hair, ginger. Pale skin, the sharpest fucking cheekbones you'll ever see in your life." 

"Sounds like a chick | laid once." 

"Dude, in all honesty, this kid is ten times prettier than any bitch around here." 

"Il take your word for it," Steve yawns, shaking a can of beer. "Man, we're all out of booze." 

| groan. "Now what?" 


"I don't know, go get some. You're the host, I'm your guest after all." 


"You're also my drug dealer," | deadpan, sitting up and stretching. "An anyway, I'm not the one with a fake ID" 
"Go plague Slash then, just find some booze!" 

| glare at him, "Steven Adler, you are the most useless person on this planet." 

But I'm stood up now, and I'm making my way to the door. 


Izzy Stradlin, prize pushover. 


That's my new title. 


Duff is balancing himself on the ten inch high wall of the trailer park, wobbling every which way. 
"He's your Prince Charming, Ax." 


| launch my arm across his chest and he stumbles back, smacking the dirt. It's satisfying. Really fucking 
satisfying. 


‘Ow, my ankle! Shit, Ax!" 


"| could give less than a shit about your ankle, Duff. Moreover, you should probably stop trying to set me up 
with some white trash piece of shit that set his dog on me." 


Duff purses his lips, bringing his ridiculously long legs up to his chin and staring gloomily at a patch of mud 
behind me. 


"That's not how it happened. Slash said it was an accident." 


"And you're taking word from a guy who calls himself Slash. While we're on the topic, did he also mention he 


has a beach house in Cancun and his own brand of imitation Swiss cheese?" 


Duff smirks, but he doesn't say anything. He just sits there, with his head on his knees until | sit myself onto 


the wall next to him. 

"Sorry. Just..these guys are shady, Duff. We should stay away from them." 
He sighs. 

"Ax, you never do anything wild." 


"| don't want to." 


"Is it your dad?" 
His eyes are full of pity - something | don't need right now. 


"Fuck off, Duff," I'm telling him, before standing up and dusting myself down. 
| offer him a hand and he takes it. 


"Thanks," he mutters. 

We keep walking. Neither of us says a word 

The trailer park is one of the worst places to hang out in our city. Duff and |, we're high class. We aren't 
greeted with open arms, but he likes it here. 

Says it's where all the easy boys hang out. 

He's a whore. He will never not be a whore. But there are worse things in the world than whores. 
Said whore freezes behind me as we walk on. 

"Duff? You okay?" 

"Shit, Ax, look who's coming." 

Hm. 

Headed straight towards us, hands in his pockets, is Slash. 

"Is my hair okay? Do | have anything on my face?" Duff's fretting, and | roll my eyes. 

"No, Duff, you look like an Amsterdam tramp, but when has that ever been a problem?" | deadpan 
| don't think he heard me. 

Convenient. 

"Hi, Duffy," Slash calls, now a few feet away. "Hi, Ginger." He acknowledges me. 


"Asshole," | nod curtly, and Duff nudges me. 


"So," Duff chimes in a bubblegum voice, twisting a strand of hair around his finger, "Have you got gypsy boy 
with you Today?" 


"Izzy? Nah, not today." 


"Ah. Sorry, Ax." 

"Wh- fucking hell, Duff!" | smack him on the arm, and he giggles. 

‘Sorry, Slash. He's just a bit grumpy since he hasn't been laid in a while." 
"Duff! What the fuck!" 

Slash laughs. 

"So you're into Izz, then?" He asks, raising his eyebrows. 

"Nol" 


"He's lying." Duff whispers, and l'm about to punch him when Slash turns his attention to the Casanova on my 
left. 


"So where are you two off to?" 

"Oh, nowhere," Duff sighs, "just needed to get out, y'know how it is." 

"Ah, | see, | see," Slash nods, "Well, | live ‘round here, maybe you want to hang out?" 
"Trailer trash," | snort, but it's obvious he's talking more to Duff than me. 

"I'd love to," he smiles, and | swear | thought he was about to start batting his eyelashes. 
| roll my eyes, shove my hands in my pockets and start walking in the opposite direction 
"Wait, you're not coming, Ax?" | hear him call 

"Nah, | can't," | lie, "Gotta feed the pigs and shit" 

"Oh, okay!" And that's the end of it. He's gone. 

Bastard didn't even remember that | don't live on a farm. 


What's his obsession with me and that Izzy guy anyway? He just wants to shag Slash and make sure I'm not 
lonely. Of course, that's the reason. 


"Fuckin! McKagan, the fuckin’ slut," | grumble under my breath, eyes fixed on the floor. 


In fact, I'm so interested in the fucking gravel, | don't see where l'm going and as | round the corner of the 
trailer park entrance, | find myself strolling face first into the chest of a certain taupe-eyed gypsy boy. Speak 
of the pot-smoking devil. 

"What the fuck?" | grunt, regaining my balance. 

"Oh, its youl" He sounds overly cheerful. 

Why does he recognise me? 

"Do | know you?" | lie, and | can't pinpoint his reaction because | can't look at his face. 

"L ran you over with my neighbor's dog the other day." 

"Oh," | say, "Yeah. | remember." 

He smiles. 

"It was Axl, wasn't it?" He asks sweetly. 

"Y-yeah, uh.lzzy, yeah?" 

"Yeah." 

"Cool." 


"Mm." 


And then it's silent, excluding the angry yelling of some redneck couple inside the park. 
It almost makes me chuckle. 


"You live round here?" | ask 

"Near here, not in the actual park" 

"Wow. So you're not as white trash as | thought" 
Funnily enough, he laughs 

"Slash lives in there though" 


‘Precisely my point," | say bitterly, and Izzy raises an eyebrow. 


"He done something to piss you off?" 
"He's helped, that's for damn sure." 


He doesn't seem satisfied with this answer, and his eyes, curious as they seem, are pressuring me to 


elaborate. 

"Hts just, Duff and him." 

"Ah," he nods. "Your friend ditched you for him, then?" 

| nod too. "They're both huge whores" 

"Eh, Slash isn’t as slutty and he could be. | get your point though. He's really into your friend” 
"In more ways than one. 

He laughs, closing his eyes and throwing his head back slightly. 

"Right, well, I've gotta go steal some beer: 

ces 

"L" he trails off, scuffing the toe of his boot against the dirt. "We should hang out sometime" 


Its blurted out quickly, and then he's gone and once again, I'm left staring after him - this dark haired, white 
trash, weed-smoking gypsy boy. 


ucking hell, | murmur, and continue on my way. 
"Fucking hell,” | d cont y way 


